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chapter 5
The Thump Tragedy
N
OW while these things were happening within our
accumulating young man as Nature expanded and
consolidated him, familiar faces were disappearing from
Scartmore House and new ones replacing them, and he
was growing into a more and more definitely recognised
member of Mrs Doober's happy family. He watched the
new arrivals with an increasing interest in his effect upon
them, and he made advances to them instead of waiting
to be accosted.
The Belgians went. They had found some sort of employ*
ment in the Congo Free State. Mr Frankincense took some
tremendous honours in London University and went off,
covered with glory, to become the Principal of a college in
India where Indian young gentlemen studied to pass the
degree examinations of London University. The seditious
laugh of the long, lean Indian was heard no longer in the
boarding-house, and old Mr Blake, having accumulated
enough money to acquire an annuity, retired to a small
boarding-house at Southsea where he devoted himself to
composing a solidly libellous book to be published under the
title of Professors, so-called, and Performances. It was to demon-
strate the important r61e he had played in the development of
physical science during the past forty years, for which he had
* never received the slightest credit. His departure was
accelerated by the tragic death of Mr Harold Thump.
" It will never be the same place without him," said old Mr
Blake. " Sometimes we differed a bit in a friendly way, but
it was all give and take. A fellow of infinite jest.'*
But I have still to tell you of that tragedy. It was a great
shock for Doober's.
Mr Harold Thump, blythe after convivialities^ had
attempted, it seemed, to slide down the banisters of a
restaurant staircase, instead of descending it in an ordinary

